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Life’s Dog Calendar 





Let LIFE’S dogs help make your dates delightful in 1931. The coupons below will bring you your favorites of the year's 
dog pictures from LIFE in the form of a merry, colorful calendar that’s as useful as it is good to look at. Which is saying 
a lot. You've known and counted on LIFE’S annual dog calendar for years. This year it is better than ever. Order one for 
each dog-lover you know — and don’t forget yourself 
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LIFE, 60 East 42, New York | LIFE, 60 East 42, New York 
Dear LIFE, I enclose $...... ~ LIFE Dog Calendars at Dear LIFE, I enclose $........ a LIFE Dog Calendars at 
$1.00 apiece. $1.00 apiece. 
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LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 


re’s Fresh Air Funp Aus been in opera- 

1 for the past forty-three years. In that time 

s expended over $547,000 and has pro- 

led more than 53,000 country vacations for 
poor city children. 

Twenty-five dollars, approximately, pays for 


h a holiday for some poor child, 


viously acknowledged $36,144.50 


Vernon D. Shutte, Hilo, H. L... 5.00 
Hollis K. Thayer, Brooklyn 5.00 
G. Kenefick, Buffalo, N. Y. 25.00 
$36,179.50 


We close our year with a total of $36,179.50 
contributed by 1885 friends of our work—not 
‘o goodly a total as last year’s, it is true, but 
in corsideration of the extreme business de- 
pression for months past, we think it a most 
creditable and encouraging showing, and we 
thank you all very much! 

















Hotel 
TAMPA TERRACE 


TAMPA, FLORIDA 


It is new pleasure to find that one of the finest hotels in a 
Metropolitan City as large as Tampa is an American plan hotel. 
That it is a new fireproof building, modern in every respect 
with appointments.and conveniences for your comfort which 
are usually found only in European plan hotels of the first rank. 

That you can dine al fresco on a pleasant awninged terrace 
or in a perfectly appointed restaerant, at a table to which only 
fresh vegetables from nearby farms, and the best of meats and 
poultry find their way. : 

That you can live in the heart of the resort section of the 
West Coast of Florida, shop in real stores and not pay resort 
shop prices, play golf on five eighteen hole golf courses, keep 
in touch with the stock market and the world of business. 

That you can relax and read in our delightfully cloistered 
tropical garden or motor over beautiful highways to Lake 
Wales, St. Petersburg, Lakeland, Bradenton, Sarasota and 
many other points of beauty and interest. 

That you can enjoy in short all the advantages of a complete 
hotel—you can and you can afford to—the rates are modest. 

Wire for reservations or write for illustrated folder and 
further information to George A. Richards, Manager, Hotel 





Tampa Terrace, Tampa, Fla. 



































Advance Sympathy 


The prohibitionists, we read, are 
gaining a foothold in Mexico. A 
strange sight would be to see citizens 
of Juarez coming over to El Paso for 
drinks. 


That Would Be News 


Pershing’s account of the World 
War is said to be quite a lengthy one. 
We wish he would add a couple of 
pages more and say who won. 


Puny Pun 


A columnist for a Cleveland news- 
paper who disappeared two days was 
found snowbound near Erie. It was 
feared at first that he had been taken 
for a ride by rival gagsters. 


Practically Destitute 


A New Jersey beer runner shot by 
rival gangsters left an estate of $400,- 
000. Quite a new hand at beer 
running. 
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doddering old fellow — 1930 by name — is 
about to receive what in certain low places is 
known as the bum’s rush. Perhaps it is fitting 
that his departure should be so speeded. He 
has been disagreeable in ways which leave the 
world still puzzled and vexed. He has hidden 
our political and industrial headache powders 
where no one seems able to find them. As a 
year-end guest he has been somewhat unpopu- 
lar . . . Still, the old fellow had a merry side, 
made known to his intimates in Life’s pages, 
and we take occasion to review the evidence of 
it in this issue. Perhaps it will help our read- 
ers to greet 1931 with a smile; it may also 
serve as a character reference for that old rascal 
1930 as he goes on over the horizon to beg 


History for a cup of coffee and a place to sleep. 
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HE departing year leaves about 
the usual number of survivors, 
but not many mourners. It has 

not done as well by us as some years 

have. 


Still we must not blame it over 
much. Coming along so soon after 
the great stock market crash, it was 
born to tribulation and has had its 
dues. Our affairs in this year, as a 
rule, got a little worse day by day. 
In that respect the year has disap- 
pointed optimists. They thought, for 
example, that stocks would look up 
in the spring, but they did not look 
up. They are lower now than they 
were last New Year’s. 


OTHING was settled in 1930, 

but the skirmishing prelimi- 

nary to various fights went on 
and was interesting. Consider Pro- 
hibition—there has been no knock- 
down-and-drag-out yet, but the rattle 
of musketry has never ceased, and 
there has been progress with that 
question though as yet it is hard to 
measure it. 


lhe papers are full of law-breaking. 
Life is more unsafe and uncertain 
than it has been in the eastern part of 
this country since King Philips’ War. 
\lmost daily there are bank robberies 
and such things, but people don’t 
mind that very much unless they 
have themselves been robbed, nor do 
they mind other people being killed, 
and if they are themselves killed they 
seldom complain of that. Crime has 
always been a favorite topic of read- 
ers, so much so that any personal 





risk involved in its continuance seems 
to be quite acceptable. 


OW as to business, politics 

and religion. Business is a sad 

subject, to be considered with 
apologies. There is still a lot of it 
going on. The world is not stag- 
nant. If there are fifteen or twenty 
million people unemployed in various 
countries, there are vastly more than 
that drawing wages. As for us, our 
doctors say again that business will 
be better in the spring. 


The uncertainty about that leads 
us to politics, to our form of govern- 
ment, whether it is any longer ade- 
quate to our complicated needs. The 
Constitution, Congress and the Presi- 
dent are all under fire a good deal of 
the time. There are those who think 
we ought to work out a new Consti- 
tution better adapted to our times 
than our present one. Others think 
that if we weeded out a few of the 
amendments we could get along with 
the rest. Maybe some biographer will 
say sometime of 1930 that in that 
year little was done to improve the 
condition of mankind, but a great 
deal of preliminary thought was taken 
on that subject. 


REDIT that much to 1930,— 
more thought than usual. 
When things go right people 
turn to enjoyment and acquisition. 
Their minds run a good deal on 
things. They buy and gather and 
provide storage. When things go 
wrong and matters drag, gain turns 
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to loss. Then somebody has to think, 
and public interest turns very much 
to thought and thinkers. 

Perhaps the greatest and most valu- 
able product of 1930 has been this 
increase of thoughtfulness. People 
had to think of business; they thought 
more than usual about politics. They 
upset a lot of elections. They chased 
the Drys much harder than usual. 
They began to realize what the prob- 
lems of contemporary life were and 
they even thought of religion. Some 
of them have considered whether the 
Methodists were right in finding in 
their religion a permit and an in- 
centive for the compulsory regulation 
of the habits of their fellow citizens. 
There has been thought in profusion 
about the regulation of life by legis- 
lation. The popularity of that has 
not increased in this last year. 


HE condition of marriage has 

had attention. Practically, it 

has not got along so badly, but 
there has been at least increased ad- 
vertisement of persons who have not 
hit it off successfully under present 
arrangements and who think the rules 
that have been provided to govern it 
might be improved. 

That is all very well for discussion. 
Rules make hard cases; laws make 
hard cases. It is well that as much of 
life as possible should be outside of 
domination either by legislators or 
clergymen. Religion is helpful about 
that, and it seems on the whole to be 
prospering. People even fight about 
it, which shows it is not dead. 


E. S. Martin 





A financier says the future is bright 
for those who work hard, while we say 
few would consider that a bright future. 


“Married life isn’t so bad.” 
“Oh, it’s all right after you get to 
be a trusty.” 


Every resort owner knows when a 
dry spell is coming because he feels it 
in his joints. 


Slogan, 1898: “Remember the 
Maine!” 

Motto, 1930: “Forget the Stein 
Song!” 

After all, the automatic 


bread toaster is non-essential. 
What this country really 
needs is an automatic speak- 
easy which will pop a cus 
tomer out when he’s fried. 


It was brought out in a 
Chicago divorce trial that by 
driving 600 miles in one day 
a man reached home in time 
to find his wife packing to 
run away with his 
triend. Let this be a lesson 
to fast drivers. 


best 


“Didn’t you go down to 
the osteopath’s today?” 
“No, I kneaded at 


home.” 


was 


The radiator song—a little 
hiss each morning. 


“A bandit jumped on the running 
board of my machine last night and 
demanded five dollars.” 

‘Why didn’t you have him arrested 
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for impersonating an officer? 


A burglar entered a Detroit jewelry 
store and took only a simple platinum 
wedding ring—but if he uses it he'll 
be back. 


Wanted—Experienced girl for 
bacheler’s apt; must work in tights 
when company necessitates. 


—Ad. in Lancaster (Ohio) Gazette. 
“or else—!” he hissed. 


Mopern Davenport: 
get to be an antique? 

Antique Divan: Oh, I just wormed 
my way up. 


How did you 


Two prohibition officers shot a man 
near Louisville, Ky., and, sure enough, 
he had a pint on him. 


You're an hour 
Where were you? 
I'm sorry, dear, but | 


GancsTeEr’s WIFE: 
late to dinner. 
GANGSTER: 
was arrested. 


Ganocster’s Wire: Say, do you ex 


pect me to believe that? 





enough to make me stop.” 


Jupce: 
this accident occurred? 


Were you sober at the time 


RECKLESS: 
Honor. 


As sober as a judge, your 


Jupce: Six months. 


The boy who used to whistle going 
past a graveyard has grown up to be 
the dry candidate who announces that 
in his district, prohibition is not an 
issue. 


How to tie a bow necktie: Walk up 
to your hostess with your necktie un- 
tied. 
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“There is my friend Cohen, I wanted 
you to meet—the one talking to the 
two men.” 

“It’s too bad he has the palsy.” 

“That’s not palsy. He stammers.” 


An interurban bus was recently 
struck by lightning. The lightning, 
we presume, was then hauled away 
for repairs. 


A centenarian died the other day ai 
ter seeing an auto for the first time 
Evidently he didn’t see it soon enough 


We are told that the 
Birth Control League oi 
America is seeking a slo 
gan. Our suggestion would 


be: “No Minors Allowed.” 


“What is the matter with 
that fellow over there?’ 

“Someone just mistook 
him for Rudy Vallée.” 

“No, I'm referring to the 
one who’s so downcast 


“That's the one | mean.” 


On being informed that 

' his wife was suing him for 
divorce a movie star ex 
claimed, “Why, I am sim 

ply astounded!” His friends 

tell us confidentially that 

he hardly knew the woman 


“Here I sit gorging myself, and you haven't will powe: 


Yorker: I've 
just seen the worst play of 
the season. 

Seconp New Yorker: 
should kick—I've just 
heavy-weight fight! 


First New 


Huh! 
the 


you 


seen best 


To give a party on the qt don't 
get more than one qt. 


The writer was at one time an ex- 
treme introvert with but few ex: 
trovert tendencies. He has slowly 
but surely altered his type until now 
he is a decided ambivert with certain 
extrovert tendencies very strongly 
predominant. 


—Psychology Magazine. 


A change for the better, we hope 


















IT’S RATHER TOUGH ON MOTHER. 












































and this and this 





und this—always to be remembered 
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“Lady, what dol give a damn how many times your 


kids have the measles ?” “Madam says she'll take you at four!” 
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“One more crack outa you, and you go straight to bed!” — “Where is the ladies’ room, please ?” 
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Another of Those Laments 


Oh, for the dear dead days that were and the times I used to know, 

As I listened down in Finnegan’s place to the tales of the long ago! 

Of the plight of the traveling salesman shy who came to the crowded inn; 
Of the cycling octogenarian; of the Methodist elder’s sin. 

Of the Scotchman’s birthday present; of the piccolo player dumb; 

Of the prosperous Irish immigrant and his refuse-collecting chum. 

Of the clerk and the phonograph record, and many and many a more 
That kept me aroar with laughter till my ribs were strained and sore. 

Oh, take me back to the good old days when I listened with carefree brow, 
To the gay lads telling the barroom jokes that my daughter tells me now! 


—Baron Ireland. 


“Now, let's see, your name is—?” 
“Joe McGinty, ah hunnert and thoity pounds.” 


(8) 








Rebellion 


. .. and so, my dear, 
When I had mastered euchre, 
They said: “Oh, do try whist, 
Then bridge became the fashion: 
When I absorbed the gist 


Of this, along came contract— 
A murrain and a damn on 
All your fads and fancies— 
I will not learn backgammon ! 
I will not, dear... 
—W. T. F. 


Man I Dined With Once 


He seemed a lonely man, he held my 
hand 

And whispered there were few could 
understand 

The dreams beneath the sadness of his 
eyes... 


He cursed a world that did not realize 

His aching scul would never seek for 
rest 

Until he placed a Star within his 
breast ... 


And here, at last, the man for whom 
I'd sought; 

A dream would travel far with him, 
I thought; 

With throbbing heart, I asked what 


he desired ... 


And could not help but laugh . . . for 
he aspired 
To dreams beyond my gift . . . he 


daily goes 
To beat the Harvard Club at Domi- 


moes ... 


ADDENDUM 


And now that he has gone away and | 
No longer laugh but sit in calm repose. 
I wonder if he'd kindly tell me why 
He thought it smart to punch me in 
the nose! —E. L. 


APARTMENTS TO SHARE. 


W. 86th Street.—Lady, pleasant, 
sunny (3 exposures). 


—New York Times. 


As Virgil said, “If she hath greater 
virtues, | think they are hidden.” 
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, Mr. Tilly, 
The very first thing ?” 


“We must make a fire 


“What ! 























“Look! Rodin’s Drinker!” 


























“And take care of mother and father, mother’s 
husband, father’s wife and mother’s fiance.” “Beg pardon, sir, but are you from Missouri ?” 
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where do you keep your axe 


off their spectacles to have it out. 
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Uncle WV 
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SHERIFF: 




















““My—doesn’t he look well !” 
“Well, why shouldn’t he—he was in Bermuda all spring.” 
(12) 





















by December 6—Looking 
Baird through my notebook this 
Leonard morning, I was astonished 
to find the memorandum, 
“I owe Carrie Gilmer ten dollars and 
Ffie Goings a bottle of gin,” and the 
Lord only knows how long it had been 
there, so flew to the telephone to apolo- 
gize for my delinquence and was 
pleased to learn that each had forgotten 
the indebtedness, so now it will be as 
though they were receiving presents, 
one of the most agreeable experiences I 
know aught about. Elsie Randolph 
for luncheon, and she told me how her 
house had been almost wrecked by a 
party which she did give yesterday for 
her children, and how they had thrown 
their butter balls at the ceiling, strewn 
the floor with candy, and wrestled with 
one another when the lights were 
turned out for the motion pictures 
which she had provided, and we could 
not but speak of our own youthful days 
when children were content to play 
games and amuse themselves, but now 
nobody can give an entertainment for 
them without providing some expen- 
sive diversion, hiring a magician, etc. 
(nd I did fall to thinking of some of 
the games of my childhood, and how I 
did always like best the ones which in- 
volved singing, and I recalled in espe- 
cial one to which we chanted the fol- 
lowing ungrammatical and_ probably 
historically inaccurate ditty which I set 
down by ear as I remember it: 


King William was King James's son 
Ind from the royal race he sprung; 
Upon his breast he wore a star 

lo show the royal points of war. 

Go to the East, go to the West, 

Go choose the one that you love best, 
Salute your bride and kiss her sweet, 
Ind then you rise upon your feet. 


\nd I did also remember how we were 
requently wont to receive favors of 
vax fruits at our parties, and how once 
| did consume an entire artificial 
hanana before being detected by an 
adult. 


December 7—Sam asking me what | 


want for Christmas, I was conscious 


that if I answered truthfully I should 
demand Miss McLean, the nurse, the 
most satisfactory person I have ever 





had in immediate attendance upon me, 
for albeit she does spend a great deal 
of time with me, it is by no means 
enough, and I have become even jeal- 
ous of Flower Hospital, where she 
does go occasionally for staff duty. For 
I do find it a great assistance to have 
about me a woman who has read and 
travelled so much that her opinions on 
various matters are superior to my own. 
To a luncheon at Lydia Loomis’, find- 
ing the rooms so full of cigarette smoke 
that I was minded to quit them before 
the meal, and I.was again impressed 
by the fact that women smoke so much 
more than men, a fact which irritates 
me so thoroughly that I do spend less 
and less time in the company of my 
own sex, forasmuch as the fumes are 
distasteful to me, and Lord! I did 
attend a luncheon the other day where 


vv 





the cigarettes were passed immediately 
after the soup course, so that I was at 
some pains not to reach up and whack 
the butler, albeit I daresay the poor 
man was but following the routine of 
the household. To the playhouse this 
night, and the experience did resolve 
me to carry a canteen with me in the 
future, for the drinking water is usu- 
ally situated in some remote lounge, 
and the audience, especially on the 
opening night, do behave so boorishly, 
that it is worth one’s life and a good 
portion of one’s wearing apparel to 
fight the way to the cooler for one or 
two of those small paper cups which 
are nought but an aggravation. As | 
have set down before, Ludwig of Bava- 
ria was considered demented because 
he chose to be the only person in at- 
tendance at a theatrical performance. 





Wi Tex, 7 ADE 


“Martha! 
(13) 








Who’s responsible for this damnable outrage ?” 






























































Life in Washington 
By Carter Frevp. 


OR years Andrew W. Mellon has 
ho bamboozling Congress. Year 
after year he would pull a long face as 
he pointed out to the pork-hungry boys 
up on Capitol Hill that tax returns 
weren’t what they used to be. Then 
the returns would actually be bigger 
than ever and Uncle Andy would slyly 
pay off a couple of hundred million 
more on the debt than the payroll 
hunters intended. 

He has been for all the world like a 
penurious husband with a spendthrift 
wife. He would figure out a budget 
that would barely pay the interest on 
the old home mortgage, and then, after 
the wife had gone without that new 
dress and the oil heater she wanted, pay 
off a thousand on the mortgage. 

Only more so. For no one woman, 
however talented she might appear 
when summing up her demands for 
alimony that would keep her in the 
style to which she had not been accus- 
tomed, could think up so many ways 
of spending money as 435 members of 
the House and g6 senators. Not to 
mention the Army General Staff, the 
forty odd admirals, all of whom want 
Heets, and Fred Britten. 

But the old man has been getting 
away with it. Every now and then he 
has sneaked a little bit more gold in 
the miser’s hoard, always a little more 
than anyone expected, until the rate at 
which this country has been paying off 
its national debt has been the wonder 
of the civilized world. 

Long ago he broke the world’s rec- 
ord for paying off debts under one 
Finance Minister. But he is not satis- 
hed. In years to come there may be 
bigger and better wars, and he wants 
to hang up a mark which no future 
Hamilton will be able to pass. 

But this year it is not so easy. He 
has screamed “Wolf, Wolf” so many 
times when there was no wolf that the 
pie eaters up under the Capitol Dome 
just refuse to be frightened. First of 
all he had to battle with his Chief. 
President Hoover was just set on con- 
tinuing that one per cent tax reduction. 
Uncle Andy spread his trembling 


fingers over that hoard of cancelled 

bonds he had bought in and did an 

improvised Barbara Frietchie: 

“Shoot if you must, this old gray head, 

But pay your country’s debts,” he said. 
Hoover broke down and wept. Not 





immediately. He toyed with the idea 
quite a while. But shrewd old Uncle 
Andy took him up on a mountain, 
where the air was clear, and showed 
him what history would say about this 
period of debt reduction that continued 
even through adversity. 

So the President retorted very sharply 
to those with the temerity to suggest 
that it was all very well to pay off the 
debt rapidly when times were flushed 
and income taxes mounted, but right 
now, when times are hard, it would be 
a good idea to spend the savings. 

But it is not so easy to convert the 
embattled pork-hunters—not to men- 
tion the gentry who like to see their 
names in headlines advocating big 
measures for the relief of the unem- 
ployed. They are on the trail of the 
surplus, you may be sure, and uneasy 
lies the head of Uncle Andy as he 
thinks of that precious miser’s hoard. 

For lots of the boys would like to 
aig it right up. They would like to 
issue new bonds in place of the old 
ones Uncle Andy has redeemed, and 
spend the proceeds. 

Take Henrik Shipstead, for exam- 
ple, the Minnesota dentist who happens 
to hold a very strategic position in the 
Senate, being neither Democrat nor 
Republican. That fellow wants to 
spend half a billion—yes, billion—dol- 
lars right away on inland waterways. 
Not rivers and harbors, that good old 
pork barrel phrase, but just rivers. 

It is particularly distressing to Mr. 
Hoover. He started out, thirteen months 
ago, right after the smash in Wall 
Street, to make business relieve itself. 
The idea was to make the captains of 
industry restore good times by spend- 
ing a lot of money, and to aid this 





process by creating the impression that 
the government was going to spend a 
lot of money on public works. 

He had just done almost the same 
sort of thing to the railroads. He in 
duced them to reduce their rates on 
grain for export, to relieve the farmers, 
which cost the railroads a lot of earn 
ings, and cost the government almost 
nothing. But as the price of wheat in 
Liverpool immediately marked 
down just about the amount of the 
rate reduction, it didn’t do the farmers 
so much good after all. 

So he had the business magnates 
down to Washington, put them under 
the spotlight (on the spot, some of 
them complained afterwards) and made 
them promise prodigious expenditures. 
It all sounded fine and there was a big 
rally in the stock market. 

But the business heads found their 
earnings still shrinking, and they not 
only could not carry out their promises, 
but were obliged to retrench. The old 
vicious circle kept working, and times 
got no better fast. 

Meanwhile you your 
eye the extra expenditures of the gov- 
ernment, which last was all right with 
Uncle Andy. He was worrying about 
the certainty this time that the income 
and corporation taxes really would de- 
cline. And he knew he had lost his 
power to frighten the pork-hunters. 

Mr. Hoover does not want to spend 
this money on the rivers so fast. He 
wants to spread it out. In fact Dr. 
Shipstead thinks he would smear it 
so thin that the apple sellers would 
never find out anything about it at all. 


was 


could put in 










“Any suggestions, Akerson ?” 
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‘Theatre . 6b Baird LWeonard 


HE NEW YORKERS is a 
series of Peter Arno drawings, 
with words, music and gestures. 
Nobody knows better than Mr. Arno, 
who is spoken of even at the Century 
Club as an important satirist of our 
times, that portion of the cosmos aca- 
demically referred to as “cock-eyed,” 


getting it down on paper. Much of his 
knowledge comes out in this gay and 
giddy revel which takes its title from 
our town, for Herbert Fields, after 
listening to a tale told him by Messrs. 
Arno and Goetz, has evolved a book in 
which a bored social butterfly (Miss 
Hope Williams), who drinks gin when 
what she really needs is chloral hydrate, 
moves through those adventures which 
cause provincials to remark that New 
York is a fine place to visit, etc. 
Squired by an important racketeer, she 
goes from a typical night club to a 
bootlegger’s cellar, to a liquor factory, 
to Reuben’s, to Pierre’s roof, to the 
lounge at Sing Sing, finding happiness 
finally, and noisily, on the lawn of the 
racketeer’s house in Miami. Cole Por- 
ter has supplied sprightly music and 
lyrics for her story which coincide sat- 
isfactorily with Mr. Arno’s Pisan inter- 
pretation of our local recessional archi- 
tecture, much of which can be glimpsed 
through the windows of the various bi- 
zarre sets, and the cast which animates 
the cartoons is incandescent. Richard 
Carle plays the familiar old gentleman 
(minus the flowing white moustachios), 
Marie Cahill does the silly dowager, 
Frances Williams is the brazen night 
club hostess, Ann Pennington, the 
dancing gold-digger (who really doesn’t 
know where she lives, she meets so 
many men), and Charles King is the 
racketeer. Even Tammany Young, as 
a gangster with apparently nine lives, 
has crashed the cast. But wait! 
Amongst the merry villagers, who are 
usually nothing but a human fringe 
for the activities of the principals, are 
Waring’s Pennsylvanians, and whether 
they are being a jazz orchestra in a 
night club, collegiates on a spree at 
Reuben’s, or convicts at Sing Sing, they 
are the boys for me. When they sang 
the number with the refrain, “To hell 
with the soup, the fish and the nuts, 
give us a drink!” I decided that I do 
not want to go to Heaven if they are 
not to be there. 


The fact that I have not mentioned 
Clayton, Jackson and Durante before 
is not due to my having forgotten 
them. That would be impossible, be- 
cause they are all over the place most 
of the time, and Mr. Durante, with the 
violent brand of humor which a great 
many people are thankful he has cor- 
nered, kept the audience not in stitches 
but in French seams. It was my first 
view of the celebrated trio, and their 
opening number made me so nervous 
that I feared I should be obliged to 
abandon a sixteen-fifty complimentary 
seat and beat my way out through the 
police lines which flanked the lobby. 
But I remembered in time that such an 
action would be unworthy of a girl 
whose ancestors had withstood the In- 
dians, so I remained cowering in my 
chair, and it was a lucky thing, for I 
was able to keep my companion from 
rolling into the aisle when Mr. Du- 
rante did his “Wood!” number, surely 
the most original and vigorous finale 
yet known to the musical comedy 
stage. When he came to his hospital 
ward scene, I found myself guffawing 
heartily with everybody else. A come- 
dian who can make a woman laugh 
against her will must be a funny fel- 
low indeed. They tell me that at home 
Mr. Durante is a quiet man who says 
little. I can understand it. 

“The New Yorkers” is an inspired 
and brisk entertainment. Its definition 
of Park Avenue as a street where bad 
women walk good dogs is now famous. 
The line I like best was the reference 
to a young woman who “has not only 
made history; she has made historians.” 


S I WAS ushered into Box C 
at “Oh Promise Me,” I remem- 
bered F. P. A.’s quatrain: 


“Man has tempered the winds and 
rocks, 
Dext’rous he is, and sage, 
But he never has built a theatre box 
From which you can see the stage.” 


My apprehensions regarding an _ in- 
ability to see what would presently 
be going on soon received a counter- 
irritant in the arrival in our curtained 
enclosure of a young woman who was 
a friend of H. L. Mencken’s new wife, 
and her sprightly and flowing conf- 
dences (all complimentary, but hith- 
erto unpublished) to her companion 
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about what was going on down in Bal- 
timore set me so agog that I was fear- 
some of having to combine a limited 
visual range with auditory distraction, 
which would certainly put in a bad 
way anyone whose attendance was pro- 
fessional and compulsory. But the two 
Southerners, in chairs less fortunately 
placed than my own, suddenly sneaked 
balcony seats, and, by risking a massage 
bill (which turned out to be only four- 
teen dollars), I was able to get a suf- 
ficiently comprehensive view of the 
action, so now, somewhat in the spirit 
of Old Dog Faithful and the boy who 
bore mid snow and ice, etc., I am able 
to report that “Oh Promise Me,” 
though not the stuff that dreams are 
made on, and though dealing with an- 
tagonistic factions far lower in the so- 
cial scale than the Montagues and the 
Capulets, is full of laughs, which 
should certainly be good news to a 
public with nothing much to talk about 
but salary cuts and the inferior quality 
of spirituous liquor. I am even able to 
report that I enjoyed it almost as much 
as the customers comfortably seated be- 
low me. 

This play is a travesty on the breach 
of promise cases on which the tabloids 
batten, and in which girls who could 
have voted for Wilson appear on the 
witness stand with long curls and a 
sheaf of letters signed “Snooksie” or 
“Tootums” by solvent gentlemen who 
have had Ponce de Leon’s dream and 
sought to stage its fulfillment nearer 
home than Florida. These charming 
harpies can frequently make a hand- 
shake seem to a jury like a proposal of 
marriage, and in the instance of “Oh 
Promise Me,” the terms “creamed 
carrots” and “spinach” are twisted by a 
clever young shyster (Lee Tracy) into 
the most damning evidence against the 
magnate who, although starting off 
for Rochester with his sweet young 
filing-clerk and the most dishonorable 
intentions, never actually got there. 
Connie, of course, was going off with 
Mr. Ogden merely to obtain evidence 
which would get her adored Mark an- 
other spectacular case. But her foster- 
family were more mercenary, and the 
preliminaries to their frame-up of the 
seduction scene are sufficiently amus- 
ing to make a trip to the Morosco 
worth while, especially as Donald Meek 
is the father. 























“Notre Dame 12—Army 0 !” 
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“And then you shout, ‘DON’T YOU DARE COME IN HEREF’!” 

















“Tl just hop in a cab and be ther 
“Hey! You keep your cattle off this course !!” in two shakes.” 
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“Fast and Loose” 


LARGE audience at the Para- 

mount Theatre chortled glee- 

fully at this screen version of 
the stage play, “Best People,” and when 
a Paramount audience chortles the pic- 
ture must be good. Director Fred 
Newmeyer was fortunate in having 
Preston Sturges (author of “Strictly 
Dishonorable”) to write the dialog, 
and Miriam Hopkins and Frank Mor- 
gan to head the cast. Mr. Newmeyer 
makes the most of his opportunities 
and the result is one of the movies you 
will enjoy. 


The story is the one about how rich 
people mismanage their children. Re- 
sults of this plot vary. In this one we 
find the two spoiled kids falling in love 
with a mechanic and a chorus girl, the 
final analysis proving that the mechanic 
is a more honorable and worthy person 
than any rich man in the cast, and the 
chorus girl is a perfect lady. Inasmuch 
as there are a great deal more poor 
people in the world than wealthy, the 
idea is usually popular. 


Particularly amusing and agreeable 
is the dialog and direction in the scenes 
during which the mechanic (played 
very well by Charles Starrett) meets 
the rich girl by chance and treats her 
with a nonchalant indifference that 
carries the romance along under wraps 
and creates the sort of suspense be- 
tween outbursts of affection that movie 
audiences eat up. You may not like 
Miss Hopkins at first, but you will 
before the film ends. 


Frank Morgan in the rdle of the 
rich father gets the most out of a part 
that does not offer much scope for his 
screen talents. We also regret that 
Carol Lombard hasn’t more to do. 
Most of the laughs are entrusted to 
Herbert Yost, Miriam’s scheming 
uncle who, with her mother, wants 
her to marry a titled Englishman. 
Mr. Yost looks the part, speaks the 
lines like the craftsman he is, and 
wears the most subtly amusing evening 
vest we have ever seen. The scene 


which finds him hiding under the same 
sofa with Ilka Chase during a prohi- 





Mowvies. 


bition raid is a big laugh, but be sure 
you do not let this laugh make you 
miss the remark made by the officer who 
enters the room and discovers them. 


The one slow chapter in the film is 
the extremely conversational business 
in the magistrate’s court after the chil- 
dren are arrested in the raid. The 
moralizing and _ re-moralizing runs 
into thousands of words and slows the 
pace down to a shuffle. 


“Fast And Loose” is the rich-girl- 
poor-man fairy story made interesting 
and amusing. 


“Mother s Cry” 


HE story of a mother’s love for 

her black sheep is told in this pic- 
ture with unusual conviction by Doro- 
thy Peterson and an able cast. The 
weakness of the picture, therefore, is 
no fault of the players . . . it is the 
fault of the producers or author for 
painting the sheep a darker hue than 
is necessary. After the wayward son 
has done enough to make everybody in 
the family dislike him excepting, of 
course, the mother, he climaxes his 
criminal endeavors by killing his sister, 
and our interest in the film died with 
her. Convicted to the electric chair, he 
is visited by his mother and the two 
stage a farewell scene that gave this 
reporter the willies. 


There is no reason why producers 
should stop making pictures calculated 
to give the customers a good cry. A 
movie that features an honest sob is 
almost always popular—and the mother 
theme is certainly legitimate material 
for the creation of this sentiment. The 
annoying thing is that so few producers 
seem to know where to stop. Up until 
the time of the murder, “Mather’s 
Love” offers several moments which 
are presented with such moving sym- 
pathy that the natural thing is to react 
to them—shed a tear or two and like it 
—but with the murder of the sister 
(and several people who saw the pic- 
ture have told us the same thing) the 
film becomes pervaded with an unpleas- 
antness that is not dissipated by the final 
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scene in which the mother excuses all 
of her misfortunes by stating that they 
have made her “rich in life.” Perhaps 
the crime would seem more excusable 
if the part of the sister were played 
by a competent actress than 
Helen Chandler, but she is so believ- 
able as the little sister eagerly reaching 
out for the beautiful things in life that 
her death seems especially unnecessary. 


less 


The big idea, of course, is to depict 
the unfailing love of a mother through 
all of her son’s misdeeds. Perhaps a 
great many people will find an example 
in this that will more than compensate 
for the unpleasantness. We did not. 


Outstanding in the excellent cast is 
the work of David Manners and Pat 
O'Malley. 


“A Hollywood Theme Song” 


ACK SENNETT, always among 

the first to do the relevant thing 
in comedy, brings forth the first movie 
burlesquing the theme song, and does 
a swell job of it. The popular thing 
nowadays is to take a crack at singing 
in the movies. Anybody will tell you 
how annoying it is to hear the hero 
start describing his emotions in song at 
an odd moment. So Mr. Sennett pre- 
sents the amusing picture of a young 
man leaving his native village to go to 
the Big War. He has a theme song 
for his sweetheart, one for the citizens, 
one for his mother, and even when we 
find him on the battlefields of France 
he is always ready at the most inop- 
portune time with a theme song on 
his lips. 

Harry Gribbon, always a fine come- 
dian, is terribly funny as the hero, 
even if they do use a voice double for 
him occasionally. 

A word as to Mr. Sennett’s plans for 
the future comes to us in the nature 
of a telegram from Jed Buell, of the 
Sennett studios. Mr. Buell says Mack 
is going to use the new wide film in 
future in order to get broader laughs. 
You'll eat them words, Jed Buell. 


If you see “A Hollywood Theme 
Song” advertised, don’t miss it. 



































Fieetnc Cotorep Man: Well, anyways, 
Ah got sense ’nuf not to believe in you! 














Portrait of Rudy Vallée. 














SINBAD 
So she doesn’t like dogs ! 
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“Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our 
old school teacher !” 


‘Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our 
old school teacher !” 


“Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, ow 
old school teacher !” 














“Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our “Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our “Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, ou 
old school teacher !” old school teacher !” old school teacher !” 
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“Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher !” | “Well, if it isn’t Miss Fiditch, our old school teacher |” 
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“7 see by the papers thdvery h 
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LIFE’S TICKET SERVICE 


How Lire readers can get good 

orchestra seats at box-office prices 

to all shows on this page indicated 
by stars. 


See Page 32 | 


(Listed in the order of their openings) 


Plays 


¥Srrictty DisHonorasce. Avon. $3.85—Your 
last chance to see this comedy hit which 
closes January 3rd. Love and seduction in 
a speakeasy lightly and entertainingly treat- 
ed. 

Green Pastures. Mansfield. $4.40—Marc 
Connelly’s Pulitzer prize play. The Bible 
story as it appears to the negro—beautifully 
and amusingly done. 











WLysisrrata. 44th Street. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—The very modern comedy from the 
Greek of Aristophanes—the Greek women 
take action on the peace question by offer- 
ing war or arms. With Blanche Yurka, 
Ernest Truex and Fay Bainter. 

*®Up Pops THe Devir. Masque. $3.00—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Entertaining comedy of do- 
mestic struggles of a young couple in Green- 
wich Village. With Roger Pryor. 

WTHat’s Gratirupe. John Golden. $4.40— 
Frank Craven in his own play of a theat- 
rical manager who prolongs overlong his 
stay in a grateful household. Hilarious en- 
tertainment in this small-town comedy. 

WOnce In A Liretime. Music Box. $3.85— 
Sat. Hol. $4.40—Hollywood and the new 
talkies burlesqued to the nth degree. With 
Jean Dixon and one of its authors—George 
S. Kaufman. 

*®Tue Greexs Hav A Worp For It. Sam Har- 
ris. $3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40—Zoe Akins’ 
great show of three ex-Follies girls real- 
istically, ably and hilariously portrayed by 


Muriel Kirkland, Verree Teasdale and 
Dorothy Hall. 
®Bap Girt. Hudson. $3.00—Vina Delmar'’s 


novel of obstetrics ably done. 

*Mrs. Moonticut. Hopkins. $4.40—Whim- 
sical drama of the problems of eternal 
youth. Edith Barrett as a lady who stays 
at 28 years for three generations. 

Civic Repertory—Eva Le Gallienne and her 
group in a program of modern classics. 
®%Pacan Lavy. 48th Street. $3.85—Lenore 
Ulric—the glamorous—comes back in one 
of her well-known melodramas. This time 
she is a bootlegger’s gal in love with a 

preacher. 

®Roar Cuina. Martin Beck. $3.00—Unique 
staging by the Guild of a Soviet drama of 
propaganda—all about the brutal white 
man’s invasion of China. 

®On Tue Spor. Forrest. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Edgar Wallace’s burlesque of the 
Chicago gangster—his feuds, his moll, his 
funerals—in a swell show. With Crane 
Wilbur and Anna May Wong. 

*®Man Iw Possession. Booth. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—An All-English company in an en- 
tertaining, light comedy. The Bailiff’s rep- 
resentative lives on the debtor's property 
until his (or her) debts are paid. 

%®As Goop As New. Cort. $3.00—Otto Krueger 
and Vivienne Osborne in a slight comedy 
of divorce, mistresses and outspoken chil- 
dren. 


WEvizasetH THE Queen. Guild. $3.00—Lynn 
Fontanne and Alfred Lunt making an his- 
torical romance a thing to be remembered. 

*%kGranp Hore. National. $4.40—Interesting, 
exciting and magnificently staged. Thirty- 
six hours in the lives of five people in a 
Continental hotel—with Henry Hull and 
Eugenie Leontovich. Try months ahead for 
seats. 

*®Tonicnut Or Never. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Helen Gahagen in an enter- 
taining Belasco production of an opera sin- 
ger whose art has heretofore suffered since 
she has not had a “grand experience.” 

*Arr Anp Mrs. Borrte. Maxine Elliott's. 
$3.85—-Jane Cowl’s repertory company in 
an amusing comedy of an erring wife who 
returns after many years to rescue her fam- 
ily topsy turvy on account of the same 
A-R-T which led her astray. Alternating 
weekly with— 

*®Twevtrtu Nicutr. Maxine Elliott's. $3.85— 
Jane Cowl and the same group doing jus- 
tice to the Bard of Avon. Also with Leon 
Quartermaine. 

Tue Vinecar Tree. Playhouse. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Mary Boland in a _ hilarious 
play ideally suited to her. A middle-aged 
woman is confronted with the now ideal 
lover of her youth—and forced to compete 
with her daughter and younger sister. 

*%On Promise Me. Morosco. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Broad farce with Lee Tracy. An 
ambitious young lawyer successfully black- 
mails an elderly philanderer with little or 
no evidence. 

*First Nicur. Eltinge. $3.00—Mystery melo- 
drama in which the audience plays a large 
part. The action takes place in a prison 
auditorium with the prisoners in their play 
showing how a certain murder took place. 
Don’t be surprised if your neighbor starts 
shooting. 

*Tus Is New York. Plymouth. $3.85—Rob- 
ert Sherwood's lively comedy of the senator 
from South Dakota—despising everything 
in New York—whose daughter, Lois Moran, 
yearns for one of Manhattan’s wastrels. 
Thrilling second act with scandal and 
suicide. 

*A Kiss Or Importance. Fulton. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—A young man (Basil Rath- 
bone) agrees to act as correspondent so that 
his employer may win the young wife (Ann 
Andrews) from her elderly husband with- 
out scandal. Of course you know what 
happens—it all ends with a happy French 
triangle. 

*Tue Mercuant OF Venice. Times Square. 
$2.50—Maurice Moscovitch as a _ good- 
natured Shylock and Selena Royle as Portia. 

Overture. Longacre. $3.85—Posthumous 
play of William Bolitho portraying the 
conflict among the “successful” revolution- 
ist workers. Colin Clive as the idealistic 
leader of a lost cause. 

*Perticoat Inrtvence. Empire. $3.85—Satir- 
ical comedy showing family affairs may 
influence affairs of state—in Britain. With 
Helen Hayes and Henry Stephenson. 


Musical 


*Fiyinc Hicu. Apollo. $5.50—Second season 
for this hit with Bert Lahr and Oscar Shaw. 

WEart Carroiy’s Vanities. New Amsterdam. 
$5.50—Jimmie Savo and “The Most Beau- 
tiful Girls In The World” make this dirty 
show—funny and entertaining. 
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*®Nina Rosa. Majestic. $5.50—One of those 
dependable musical comedies with a real 
plot and lots of action. With Guy Rob- 
ertson, Ethelind Terry and Armida. 

*Fine Anp Danpy. Erlanger. $6.60—Joe Cook 
—with all gadgets working—in a crazy, 
loony show that’s not to be missed. 

*Brown Buppies. Liberty. $3.c0—Bill Robin- 
son and his inimitable tap-dancing in an 
all-colored show with pep. 

*®Turee’s A Crown. Selwyn. $5.50—Sat. Hol. 
$6.60—That grand trio—Libby Holman, 
Fred Allen and Clifton Webb—in a great 
revue. 

WGirt Crazy. Alvin. $5.50—Fast-moving, col- 
orful, tuneful hit of doings on a dude ranch 
invaded by one of Broadway's playboys. 
With Willie Howard, Ginger Rogers and 
Ethel Merman and set to Gershwin music. 

*Sweet Anpd Low. Chanin’s 46th Street. 
$5.50—Sat. Hol. $6.60—Fannie Brice, 
George Jessel and James Barton in a some- 
times hilarious revue. 

*Smites. Ziegfeld. $6.60—The 1930 Ziegfeld 
offering with Marilyn Miller and the As- 
taires. A war orphan meets the four dough- 
boys who adopted her years before. 

*&THe New Yorkers. Broadway. $5.50— 
Widely heralded “satirical” revue arranged 
by Cole Porter, Peter Arno and Herbert 
Field. A galaxy of stars including Clayton, 
Jackson and Durant—Frances Williams— 
Ann Pennington—Hope Williams, etc.—far 
into the night. 


Records 


Brunswick 


“Sweet Georcta Brown”—Red Nichols and 
His Five Pennies. A piano runs wild, then 
a clarinet, and so on. Right hot. and 

“By THe SHatimar”—Another revival. Too 
smeary to be soulful. Same orchestra. 


“Basy’s BirrHpay Party”—Bob Haring and 
His Orchestra. A grand flourish of instru- 
ments. That sounds more like a state occa- 
sion than a baby's shindig. and 

“One Love” (Earl Carroll Vanities)—same 
orchestra. A pleasing waltz with a convinc- 
ing vocal chorus. 


Victor 


“CHEERFUL LITTLE EaRFUL” and 

“OvERNIGHT” (both from “Sweet and Low”) 
—The High Hatters playing two popular 
tunes with enthusiasm and pep. Johnny 
Marvin sings the choruses. 


“Never Swat A Fry” (Movie—Just Imagine) 
and 

“Laucninc At Lire”—McKinney’s Cotton 
Pickers. Fox trots that are easy to listen to 
but nothing to lift them from the so-so 
class. 


Columbia 


“Roses ARE Forcet-Me-Norts” and 

“SWEETHEART Or THETA Detta Cui”—Will 
Osborne and His Orchestra doing a couple 
of “sweet” things.. Mr. Osborne croons the 
choruses and follows the stupid fashion 
which demands that the vocalist be about 
half a measure behind the orchestra. 


“SWEETHEART OF My STUDENT Days” and 

“Tue Litre Tuincs In Lrre”—Ted Wallace 
and His Campus Boys forsake their usual 
peppy style for melodious sedateness. Some 
nice brass work in low register. 
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“Don't be overbearing, dear !” 








Ex-PHone Operator: Here's yous 


party, sir! 
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“Madam, can I do anything for 
you in pajamas ?” 
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“Imagine drifting into the land of your dreams—first class, of course.” 
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“Good ole pal! If he hadn't kicked my shins I'd a-played my ace!" 
( 29) 




























“But precious, why didn’t you think of that before ?” 
(30) 














The piccolo player who walked 
in his sleep. 





Winners of Lire’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 67 
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The radio announcer leads a cheer. 


Mrs. Gordon E. Dean, 
6 Bickett Apartments, 
Gregson Avenue, 


Durham, N. C. 


For explanation: It will take more 
than the turn of a dial to shut him 
off now! 


Alwyn F, Girod, 
Oakdale, La. 


For explanation: The man who just 


would talk shop. 


Lester S. Koritz, 
37 Egremont Road, 
Brookline, Mass. 


For explanation: Microphone of 
megaphone, it’s the same old racket. 


























Tin Pan Attey, by Isaac Goldberg. 
lohn Day Co., $3.50. Dealing ably with 
American songs and song makers, too 
modestly named by the author “popu- 
lar music racket.” George Gershwin’s 
introduction alone worth the price of 
admission, recommended to all would- 
be artists in any field, as first hand in- 
struction in how it is done. Minstrelsy, 
ragtime, jazz and more advanced racial 
harmony—all here. 


Tue AMERICAN LEVIATHAN, OR, THE 
Repustic IN THe Macuine Ace, by 
Charles A. and William Beard (his 
son). Macmillan Co., $5. Uncle Sam 
laid politely on the arena table, and his 
governmental anatomy exposed and ex- 
pounded with definite skill of accom- 
plished historical and political surgeons. 
Written from the new angle of the ma- 
chine and science, all it needs is a love 
story (say Miss Columbia and the 
ardent Civic Welfare, Esq.) to make it 
an appealing motion picture in type. 


Lire’s An Art, by Franc-Nohain. 
Henry Holt & Co., $2. An unusual 
book of delicate analysis of what we 
call Life, devoid of vulgar sentimental- 
ity, written with Gallic clarity, fitting 
into our more reflective holiday mood. 
His remarks on the Bauble reputation, 
uses of the mind, and in_ particular 
about love, delightfully conversational, 
are all to the good, without being 
preachy. 


= EryBopY’s Boswett, edited by 

’, Morley. Harcourt Brace & Co., 
3.50. The main merit of this new 
edition of Boswell’s Life of that old 
rab, Samuel Johnson (also the Hebri- 
des trip) which is abridged, consists in 
the 54 drawings that Ernest H. Shep- 
ird of Punch has made for it. We 
rawther fancy the over-pious Doctor, 
if he is anywhere about, is now chuck- 
ling to himself over these amazing pic- 
tures, largely of himself. 


Fa) Th 


Poor Faun, by Charlotte Arthur. 
G. P. Putnam’s Sons, $2. California 
novel, tragically amusing, turning the 
tables on irresponsible husbands who 
think they are not extravagant, and not 
so easy on the dealers in second-hand 
cars. We need not be over-critical of 
the author’s technique; it is a good 
idea, interesting. 

—Thomas L. Masson. 

















OU who are accustomed to the best 

of service and accommodations will 
be delighted with the appointments for 
your comfort and convenience and the 
alert attention to your every need at Hotel 
Royal Worth in West Palm Beach. The 
Royal Worth Dance Orchestra will add 
to the pleasure of an unusually enjoyable 


rates so modest. 


























menu, and you will be pleased to find the 
Wire for reservations or write for liter- | 


ature to James A. Lynch, Manager, Hotel 
Royal Worth, West Palm Beach, Florida. 


[fotel 
ROYAL WORTH 


WEST PALM BEACH, FLORIDA 


























PROHIBITION inspired ~ ‘The Chicken Soup |} Old Gold and Silver Bought 


King.” a a funny little book! A rib tickler! A scream! 
*Wet™ “Dry” you'll wantit! Price 25c. Advance 
PublishingCo.. 1034 Fidelity Bidg.. Los Angeles. Calif. 


Johnny and Tommy had both been 
footballing against their mother’s in- 
structions. 

Tommy: It’s six o'clock; let’s go 
home. 

Jonnny: No fear. If we go home 
now we'll get licked for footballin’. If 
we stay here till nine o’clock we'll get 
hugged and kissed for not being hurt. 


—Pearson’s. 


Teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters on half Grape Fruit, a de- 
tighefed breakfast tonic. 50c sample Abbott's Bitters for 2S¢. 
Write Abbott's Bitters. Baltimore. Maryland 


(31) 





Rings, Watches, Brooches, etc. Jewelers send us 
theirs. We'll buy directly from you. Write for 
eae ey ty Checks mailed within week. 
. A. Parker, North Attleboro, Mass. 
(Bank reference: Attleboro Trust Co.) 


Overnight from New York. Perfect 
phere and acc dations. Golf 
(Grass Greens), Riding, etc., on the 
famous Sedgefield Estate. 








SEDGEFIFLD ... GREENSBORO, NORTH CAPOLINA 
=e ©. WALLER «++ MGR 


Lire’s 
Ticket Service 


We render this service without profit sole- 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

*%if you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office. 

Good seats are available for attractions 
indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
and at PRICES noted. 

All orders for tickets reach Lirt 
Office at least seven days before dote of per- 
Checks for exact amount must be 


must 


formance. 
attached to each Purchase Order. : 

Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
This must be presented at the box-office 


on the evening of the performance. 
* . * 


IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 
SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF- 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN- 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 


* * * 


nail. 


In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to name two alternative choices of shows with 
each selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 
Remit 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 


for that performance is exhausted. 


priced seats requested. Amy excess amount 
will be refunded. 
* * * 

Lire will be glad to make appropriate se- 
lections for purchasers if they will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred and re- 
mit amount to cover top prices. Amy excess 
amount will be refunded. 

* > + 

NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 

NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS 
WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE. 





Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 
60 East 42nd St., New York City 


Purchase Order 


Dear Lire 
I want tickets for the following shows: 


r (No. Seats) (Date) 
(Alternates) 
re ear Enclosed 

















LIFES CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 72 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, 
the words of which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more 


than 15 words. 


Send in the completed puzzle with the title and your explanation, The 
cleverest explanations will be printed, and Lire will pay $5 for each one accepted. 
Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lire, 60 East 42nd Street, New York. 


Contest for this issue closes January 16. 









































































































































ACROSS 


1. You can't do this without a spoon. 

5. Definite article. 

8. The deb’s pet line. 

12. Father grew bald over this. 

13. Famous horse racer. 

14. This is the nuts. 

15. This is very choppy. 

16. Comes with every car. 

18. Pronoun. 

19. The woods are full of it. 

21. What the dotted line should be. 

23. Either. 

24. Accomplish. 

25. Keeps you sitting out in the cold. 

29. Rubbish. 

33. Literary odds and ends. 

34. Christian name of the man who wrote 
“The Raven.” 

36. Lyric poem. 

37. This runs up and down the beach. 

39. For a racket. 

40. A sign. 

41. This leads to a flower. 

42. The male one likes to rove. 

43. A good place to sit. 
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CON AUS WH 


35- 
38. 
40. 





DOWN 


. These are overshoes. 

. This runs into money. 
. A separate entry. 

. A note. 


This guy grumbles during a storm. 


A cabin. 


. Cupid. 

. Solicitor at law. 
. A collection of houses. 

. This hurts. 

. Not bad. 

. European blackbird. 

. There’s one in every car. 

. This got clipped. 

. This sees the world. 

. These are found in the best cellars. 


(Abbr.) 


A single person. 


. Manufactured. 

. This goes round the table 
. A great dog. 

. Lots of Roman noses here. 
. This comes to a head. 

. Dispatched. 


To make fun of. 
A measure. 
A bone. 
THE PENTON Press Co., CLEVELAND 


























A palm lined drive in Boca Grande; Gasparilla Inn at the right. 





One of the Cottages. 





Inn service is available to the cottagers. 





GASPARILLA INN and COTTAGES 
OPEN JANUARY TENTH 


On January 10, 1931, Gasparilla Inn and Cottages 
t beautiful, tropical Boca Grande, on the blue 
rolling Gulf of Mexico, will be waiting to 
velcome you. The Inn has been completely 
refurnished, and truly, it is more delightful 
and comfortable than ever. An entirely new 
golf course and new club house has been built; 
and in the building of the golf course the land- 
scape has been beautified and the bayous made 
into attractive lagoons. Near Boca Grande is 
the golf course on Useppa Island, and during 
the year team matches will be played between 
Useppa and Boca Grande. 


Below: Gasparilla’s attractive beach is situated on the Gulf. 








Tennis, bathing, boating and tarpon fishing 
will also be enjoyed. 


In Boca Grande there are four churches, 
Episcopal, Methodist, Baptist and Catholic. 
There is a grade school, and a bank offering 
complete banking facilities. There are stores 
for general commodities, and shops for fishing 
tackle, golf, and tennis supplies and the like. 
The management has arranged for a well known 
New York physician to be in attendance through 
the season. For reservations, booklet, or 
further information, address J. F. Vallely, 
Gasparilla Inn, Boca Grande, Florida. 


Marking the beginningof anew era in golf is thenewcourseand clubhouse. 





NATURAL CHARM. 


A CIGARETTE so mildly mellow, so alluringly fragrant, so 
whole-heartedly satisfying that you respond to it as 
instinctively as to the charm of natural beauty. 

Camels are mild! But their mildness is never flat—— 
never artificial. Through every step of their manufacture 
the delicate, sun-ripe fragrance of choicest tobateos is 
scientifically preserved. 

Swing with the crowd to a smoke that’s all pleasure. 
Don’t deny yourself the luxury of 


# A M KE 7) AY © 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
“a 4 


Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 








